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It seems so long ago now, thinking back on that day in the hospital. It had only been a 
month since then, but in my mind it seemed to stretch on much further. 

The waiting room was speckled that day with a handful of half- desperate looking 
people, most of them with their heads hung down towards their chests, hands clasped as 
they contemplated the many diseases or ailments which might be swimming around 
within them. A child with a red rash that wrapped around his mouth and down the side of 
his neck was zooming a toy car around on the cold linoleum floor, and he seemed happy 
enough. To me, he looked like a little monster. 

My clasped hands were lifeless upon my lap. I couldn't quite make out the emotions 
bouncing around inside my clotted mind. Shame, fear, relief? I wasn’t sure then, and I’m 
still not sure now. When she first told me she was pregnant, I went into a sort of shock. A 
zombified state of dulled sensations and emotions. A part of me (probably a bigger part 
of me than I would ever admit), was thrilled at the idea of having a child. Rooted in the 
deep seeded sense of pride that every man carries; that sense of accomplishment, of being 
a father, a man responsible for the life of another human being, which ironically enough 
was also where the fear came from. Creation. It was a miracle, a thing of natural beauty; 
something to be cherished. And yet it was also horrifying. 

And then there was Candice. Sweet, beautiful Candice. She was my match. I’d known 
that from the very start. Passionate about music, sarcastic, raunchy at times, and 
downright sexy; it was a pretty deadly combination. I couldn’t stop thinking about her 
sitting in a room somewhere in the catacombs of the hospital, alone and scared. Probably 
lying down on a stiff and uncomfortable bed looking up at the beige white ceiling, 
thoughts of birth and death meshing together all at once. Birth. Death. How could two so 
drastically different states of life be so entangled? I guess it takes a lot to make god laugh. 

I meant to marry her, and I had already picked out the ring at People’s a few months 
before. I had just needed time to save up for it. But when she got pregnant, everything 
else in our lives got put on hold. That was the way it goes with a baby. Your own 
individual desires cease to exist. 

I can remember the young boy with the rash started to cry, his shrieks echoing 
throughout the cramped waiting room of the hospital. It sent shivers down my spine. Am 
I ready for that? I thought. Will I ever be ready for that ? It was an impossible question to 
answer. But I couldn't deny the look plastered upon that poor mother's face filled me with 
a foreboding sense of dread. 

"Mr. Taylor?" 

The nurse was standing by the waiting room doorway holding a clipboard. I can still 
picture her now, her bundle of blond hair done up in a bun. She ushered me out of the 
waiting room and down a cold and narrow hallway, looking like some sort of guardian 
angel (or perhaps it was the opposite). I can remember the bright fluorescent lights 
shining down on me. It was like someone was watching me, studying me through a 
spotlight. Looking through me. 

She led me to a closed off corner and pulled back the curtain. Candice was sitting 
with her legs dangling down the side of the steal framed bed, her eyes red and glistening, 
and her bright red hair all matted and wet against her forehead. She was gripping the 
sides of the bed so hard her knuckles had turned white. 

"Hi baby," I said. 

"Oh Jake, it's gone. The baby's gone," she said, mumbling on her tears, "and I feel so 



guilty, so guilty for my relief. Am I a bad person?" 

"Of course not," I said, moving to her and wrapping her up in my arms. It had been 
two months since we found out, just over two months. 

"The doctor says it was a miscarry." 

"I see." 

"What if I can never do it again? What if this was my one shot?" 

"You can't think like that, Candice." 

"I don't know how to think anymore. These past few days... it feels like my brain is on 
fire. Like a bunch the wiring got burnt, you know?" 

"I know baby, I know." 

That was when the doctor joined us, asking me if he could have a quick word in 
private. I followed him down the hallway and we stood beside a bathroom door. 

“She’s taken it pretty hard,” he said. 

“I see.” 

“It’s up to you to help her get through this.” 

“Are you married?” 

“Well, no. But we together.” 

“Hmm,” he said, sighing, the bastard. 

After a few more words with the doctor, I helped Candice down from the bed and we 
made our way for the exits. I wanted to get out of there as fast as possible. Away from all 
the sickness, beeping machines and little man-made monsters. 

We walked silently through the parking lot, and in the car, I kept the radio at a very 
low volume, Candice with her head propped up against the cold window pane, stroking at 
the glass with her detached fingertips. I remember it made me uncomfortable, the way 
she was batting at the window, but I was too afraid to tell her to stop. 

That night, my sleep was restless. Tossing from one futile position to the next. And 
whenever I did manage to doze off, I would be jolted from my slumber in the most 
foulest of ways; disturbing and unsettling images floating around just behind my eyelids. 
The sound of someone laughing, a razor sharp cackle inside my skull. And the soft words 
of someone whispering, You meant to do it, you meant to. You did it on purpose. 


Days dripped by like so many drops from a leaking faucet, a gaping space between us 
in bed seemed to grow wider with every passing night. It was torment. I could feel myself 
losing her. She wasn’t laughing at my jokes the way she used too, offering the slightest of 
smiles to all of my little witticisms, and feigning interest when I would speak of work or 
other things. I could feel her thrashing about in her sleep, crying out in muffled screams 
and reaching into the black emptiness with her grasping hands. My days were 
precipitated and irrelevant. Life carried on that first week much like an unbroken ripple in 
the water. I woke up every morning, showered, and got Candice’s pill from the shelf in 
our bathroom. The doctor had recommended them after the miscarriage. Just a couple 
now and then will keep her from dwelling on it too much, he had said. It can be quite a 
burden at the start. The start? It was almost funny now. What a fool he was. 

We were still renting at the time, saving up to buy our first home together. It was your 
typical two story rental home with a modern day set-up; kitchen, living room downstairs, 
bedroom and bathroom upstairs. It was an old and shabby house, but we had to it 



ourselves and the rent was cheap enough to allow us both to save a little money every 
month. Slowly inching closer to that homeowner status, I had already started looking at 
properties outside of Ottawa. How quaint and serene those details seemed now. 

I worried about her while I was at work, but the Zoloft seemed to do a good enough 
job of distracting her from the demons, plus she had our dog Charlie at home to keep her 
company. A four-year-old mutt, half pit-bull, half lab. He was about as big a suck as a 
dog could get, always nuzzling up against whoever he could find. He made for good 
company (except of course when he was shitting and pissing on the floor). 

Work kept me busy enough at the site, considering we were about a month behind 
schedule. I was a Civil Engineer, and I guess technically I still am. The men on site 
continued on as they always did, smoking cigarettes fifteen minutes out of every hour and 
cursing every other word, which helped make me think there was nothing out of the 
ordinary. I would spend time staring at the tattoo on my forearm, the one I had gotten the 
summer before. It had the letters C & J encased in a blue ribbon, and a realistic looking 
heart pulsing around it. I know, it sounds pretty goddamn cheesy, but it meant a lot to 
Candice, and myself as well. It was a daily reminder of just how much I really did love 
her. 

These mundane details sit at the back of my mind like a bad taste lingering on the 
tongue, and still, the worst is yet to come. 


On that first Sunday, we spent the morning in bed. I rubbed Candice's back for a 
while, stroking her silky skin with the tips of my fingers, running my hand over every 
bump and curve of her body, willing her with every ounce of me to feel better, to bounce 
back. She remained quiet and unmoving. I suggested we get up for breakfast, and she 
reluctantly agreed. After spending about twenty minutes in the shower, she finally made 
it downstairs where I had a plate of eggs, bacon and toast waiting for her. 

"Thanks baby," she said, smiling. And for a moment I thought that maybe, just 
maybe, things were going to be alright. 

"I dreamed of him last night," she said, looking up at me with those soft and precious 
green eyes. 

"Dreamed of who, baby?" I had replied. 

"Our son." 

I stared back at her then, trying to gage her reaction; her sense of reality. 

"You do remember our son, don’t you Jake? 

"Candice, you were barely two months in. There's just no way..." 

"That's what the doctor said yesterday when I told him it was a boy, but he didn’t 
know. Just like you don't know. But then again, how could you? He wasn't growing 
inside you. You didn’t share your blood with him, your food, your mind; everything." 

I watched her scramble up her fried egg on the plate, using her fork like a rake. I 
hadn't seen her really eat since we came back from the hospital, a few bites here and 
there, but nothing substantial. I was starting to worry about her. 

"Can I have my pill?" she asked. 

"Baby, I gave you one already this morning." 

"Oh..." she said, continuing to pick and prod at her food with her fork. I sat down 
across from her then, meaning to reach out and take her hands in mine. I wanted to tell 



her it was okay, that everything was going to work out fine, and that life could be 
confusing at times, but we were going to make it through this together. 

"I'm tired," she said, "I think I'll go lie back down for a little while." 

"Okay." 

She rose from her seat and turned to leave, but stopped at the kitchen door, turning 
back towards me with a face like a blank chalkboard. 

"He says everything's okay, if you were wondering. If you even care." 

"Baby..." 

But she was already gone. 


Another week went by without Candice showing up for work. Our apartment had 
become cluttered, much like that of a university student; dirty laundry scattered 
throughout each and every room; half eaten plates of food piled in the sink; empty beer 
bottles filled with cigarette butts; and empty pill bottles in the garbage can. I did what I 
could to keep up with it all, but between work, the dog, and having a few moments to 
myself (moments I needed more desperately with each passing day), there was just no 
way to look after all of Candice's half- finished tasks. 

"You should try and get back to work," I would say to her. 

"How can you expect me to work? I can still hear our son's voice in my head." 

"But it might be good for you, you know. Might help get your mind off all of this." 

"Maybe," she shrugged. "Are we out of Zoloft?" 

I found solace in Charlie, taking him for long walks down by the Ottawa River. It’d 
been almost six months since I had a smoke, but in those two weeks I’d probably smoked 
enough to make up for that brief hiatus. Made up for it and then some. 

Candice worked at a little pub called the Royal Cross. It was an in-between-job for 
her while she searched for a career in marketing (much like the thousands of other 
university graduates who were quickly beginning to see the wrong side of twenty). The 
waitressing got her by though. With the tips and all, it actually made for a decent living. 
The Cross was a good spot too, small, down to earth regulars who kept to themselves, a 
close enough walk for her to make at night. I fully thought that going into work would 
help set her straight. Bring her back to reality, to the normal pace of things. 

How wrong I was. 

I can’t be sure how many Zolofts she took before leaving that day, but what I can tell 
you is that what was a half-full bottle of pills in the morning turned into an empty bottle 
after she had left. I never would have been so persistent had I known the chain of events 
her going into work would set off. Hindsight is the king of mockery. 

I got a call later that night from the pub’s owner, Tommy. 

"Jaker," he said, "how is everything going?" 

"Good," I said. "What's up, Tom?" 

"We need you to come on down here and pick up Candice," he paused, "no need for 
alarm... it's just, we don't want to send her home by herself..." 

"What do you mean send her home?" 

"There's been an incident..." 

I paused then, not quite sure how to respond, and the silence between us seemed to 
scream harsh and threatening words at me. 



"No need to panic. No one was hurt, and the police aren't getting involved..." 

"The police? The fucking police?" 

"Like I said, just a small incident, but it really did freak out some of our customers..." 

"Tell me what happened." 

Another awkward pause. 

"Tommy?" 

"She, ah, she was saying some pretty strange things to me, and the rest of the staff, 
something about hearing her son's voice... I wasn't aware she had a son." 

"She doesn't." 

"Okay, well, she definitely kept talking about her son. She, huh, well, she tried to 
snatch up one of our customer's children and run out of here with it." 

"You're kidding me." 

"Fraid not. Gave the couple a good scare, too. I caught her before she could get out 
the door,” another pause. “Jake, she was holding the baby upside down, by the legs. And 
she was saying some... some pretty strange things, like I said." 

"What? What was she saying?" 

"She was saying she wanted to give her son someone to play with." 


I called Sarah Thursday night and convinced her to make the drive to Barrie with 
Candice. Sarah had been Candice’s best friend since university, and I trusted her. She 
was the only other person who knew what we had been through, and so it was a pretty 
easy sell. I failed to bring up the incident at the pub. I simply said that Candice had been 
having trouble sleeping ever since the miscarriage, and I thought a change of scenery 
might really help turn things around. 

“There’s just a lot of sad memories in this house right now,” I had said. 

“It’s not a problem, Jake. I can only imagine what you’re going through. . .” 

Looking back on that conversation now, it seems absurd. She could never have 
imagined what was coming next. 


Sarah came Friday morning and picked up Candice from our house. She seemed in 
good enough spirits that morning. We made love and lied in one another’s arms for a 
while. It felt nice, and for a moment I was foolish enough to believe that things might 
work out alright. 

I went into work that morning and the day passed without anything extraordinary 
taking place. I got a text from Candice in the afternoon saying that she and Sarah had 
made it safely to Barrie. The sun was out and I decided to take the long way home, a 
paved walk way that looped around the Ottawa River. That meant walking down Sparks 
Street until I got to Bank, which is where I would turn to head down towards the river. 
The sun was making its slow descent into the late Spring sky, casting an orange glow. 

There’s an abortion clinic on the corner of Sparks and Bank, and walking past it then 
made me feel utterly lonely and despaired. We’d had the abortion talk when she first told 
me about the baby. It seemed like the most logical thing to do. It was only fair, to us and 
to the baby. We weren’t ready for that sort of responsibility, not yet. And besides, we 
were both still paying off our student loans. My credit wasn’t even good enough to 



upgrade my Visa from the student limit of $500. Needless to say, money was going to be 
an issue. But it’s amazing what a few weeks will do to you. The questions start piling up 
in the back of your mind, until they spill over into the front, a constant voice inside your 
head, whispering in sinister tones about the miracle of life and the cruelty of death. When 
the time finally came to get it done, we couldn’t go through with it. At least, Candice 
couldn’t go through with it, and I didn’t fight her on it. None of it had seemed real to me. 
I guess 1 was still in shock at that point. Being told that you have created life, it was a 
hard thing to take in. 

There was an older man standing outside the abortion clinic that day, as there is every 
day, holding a sign with a giant aborted fetus on it. The fetus’s leg had fallen off and 
there was blood dripping from its tiny head. I never understood how these people could 
think that such gruesomeness would ever help any situation. The sign read: ABORTION 
IS MURDER. 

1 was staring at him without knowing it, and he caught my eye as 1 was making my 
way across the street. 

“You,” he said, pointing with his skeleton finger, “You! 1 know what you have done. 
You are a sinner!” 

1 had stopped walking without realizing it, standing now in the middle of Bank Street, 
staring back at this elderly man. 

“God knows what you have done, Sinner. He knows and now you’re going to bum.” 

“Listen old man. . .“ 1 had said, taking a step forward. 

The car hom and screech of the tires pierced the air and sent me reeling backward. 
The side of the car zipped past an inch away from my knees. 1 retreated over to the other 
side of the road, and I could hear the old man laughing at me. I can still remember the 
sound of that elderly man’s laugh, how high pitched and satisfied it was, and how his all- 
white eyes never left me. 

1 can still hear him yelling at me as I walked quickly the other way. 

“You did it on purpose!” 


That night passed slowly. 1 can remember that much. The air had turned chill and 1 
was in my living room waiting for Candice to call. I was tired and sore from the gym, but 
I decided to take Charlie out for a walk. 1 thought the fresh air might do me some good. 1 
couldn’t stop thinking of the old man with the sign. And his eyes. His all-white eyes. 1 
wondered if it was a full moon, searching for an explanation. You did it on purpose ! I 
guess I knew all along what was really happening, but self-deception can be an addictive 
drug. 

Candice called around 9:30pm and we talked for fifteen minutes. I can remember that 
too. I remember thinking that she sounded fine, happy even. We said our ‘I love yous’ 
and I went upstairs shortly after for bed. I remember thinking it would be impossible for 
me to fall asleep, but the mind knows what it wants, and I guess I must have been tired, 
because I drifted off quite easily, slipping into a deep sleep. 

I woke up to the sound of someone walking up the stairs. 

The window was open and there was a chilled breeze blowing through my room, but 
still, I was covered in sweat. 

“Hello?” I called out. “Who’s there?” 



The footsteps continued down the hallway towards the bedroom door, which was 
sitting ajar. I could see an elongated shadow creeping steadily into the bedroom, and I felt 
myself tensing up with fear. 

“Hey! Who’s there?” I called out again. 

I watched the door swing slowly open and heard her voice simultaneously. 

“Candice, what are you doing here?” I said, looking over at the clock. 

3:33am. 

“I missed you, baby,” she said, moving over towards the bed. Her skin was glowing, 
and I could feel myself getting hard. She had red lipstick on that glistened in the 
moonlight like silver blood. 

I watched her slip out of her pants and crawl into bed with me. 

“I want you,” she whispered in my ear. “I want you so bad, baby.” 

“I want you too,” I said, reaching down. 

She climbed on top of me then, flinging the blankets back and away, and I let her 
have her way. It felt good, it felt right. I was too busy to notice her eyes, her all-white 
eyes. 

“Don’t stop,” she whispered in my ear. 

I noticed her belly starting to swell, and I watched in a stupefied horror as I thrust 
myself inside her. Her belly button began to stretch out, coming closer and closer out 
towards me. She was making awful noises on top of me. They went beyond pleasure, like 
a rabid dog, she was frothing at the mouth, thrashing against me in a brutal and violent 
display of animalistic fury. 

“Candice!” I screamed. “Candice, your belly!” 

“It’s our son, Jake, it’s him. He’s inside me, baby. You should know, you put him 
there!” and she cackled then, a harsh and merciless sound, like scraping steel. 

“But you don’t want him, BABY! Do you?” 

“No!” I screamed back, “No I don’t fucking want him!” 

And then we both began smashing down upon her inflated stomach, and while 
Candice ripped and clawed into her own flesh, tearing out long chu nk s with her 
fingernails, I lunged at it with an open mouth, biting down and clamping on the side of 
her belly, I could feel the warm blood gushing into my mouth. She continued to laugh, a 
high-pitched shriek for which I had heard before. It was the elderly man with white eyes. 
He was pointing at me, pointing and laughing. There was an inescapable stench that filled 
my nostrils, and I found myself choking, gasping and clutching at my own throat as my 
wife’s blood spilled all hot and sticky upon my face, the sound of an infant crying 
floating through space like a lost satellite... 

I woke up on the floor of my bedroom with Charlie licking at my face. It was still 
dark out but the coming dawn had turned the blackness to a dull blue, the cool breeze still 
drafting in through my open window. My knees ached and I could see red spots where 
they were swelled. Charlie was looking at me like he was four months old again and had 
just arrived at a new place. He was scared, I could see that, I just didn’t realize that he 
was scared of me. 


It was Saturday so there was no work for me. I slept in until almost noon, and woke 
up feeling refreshed and relieved. It was all just a dream , I told myself. I figured I’d 



make myself a strong Ceaser and head outside on our back balcony. That was just what 
the doctor ordered after the last couple of nights; a nice, strong drink. 

We didn’t have any Clamato juice, but I did have some OJ. 

“Screwdriver it is,” I said, laughing to myself. 

The day drifted on as I sat on the balcony, smoking a cigarette every twenty minutes 
and listening to my iPod. That might have been the last relaxing moment of my life. If 
only I had known. . . 

I got a call around 5pm from Candice. She sounded about the same as yesterday. 

“Did you sleep okay, baby?” I asked. 

“Oh yes, I slept quite well, actually.” 

“That’s good.” 

“I must have been tossing and turning a bit though, because I woke up on the floor 
this morning. My elbows are bruised up pretty good, knees too.” 

“Oh, really...?” 

“Yes,” she said, “and I dreamed of him Jake, our son.” 

“Candice...” 

“You were there too, Jake. You and the man with the white eyes.” 

“Candice, please...” 

“He told me, Jake. He told me what happened.” 

“Oh for Christ’s sake Candice,” I said, drunkenly. “What have we been talking 
about...” 

“No, it’s okay Jake. I’m not mad. I know you pulled me down on purpose that day.” 

There was a long pause then, and the cigarette I was holding dropped from my 
detached fingertips. 

“What did you just say?” 

“I said, you did it on purpose.” 

So calm. No emotion in her voice, just a statement of fact. How could she? Accusing 
me of the most heinous crime imaginable. That bitch. That conniving bitch. 

“Don’t say anything, Jake. It’s okay, like I said. Maybe you were right to do it. 
Maybe we weren’t ready. . .” 

“Candice, you have no fucking right to say...” 

“No Jake, I always knew anyways. I knew you didn’t want our child. At least now I 
can know for sure. It will help me, in the long run.” 

She hung up the phone on me then. Sarah called back and assured me everything was 
okay. She went as far as saying that Candice’s overall mood seemed to be improving, 
even though she was still bringing up her dead son. There wasn’t much I could do at the 
moment, so I forced down the fear and dread like a bad pill. Anxiety was foaming up and 
brimming at the tips of my consciousness, and so I decided to drown it with another 
drink. 

About a month prior, in the early weeks of April, Candice and I had gone for a walk 
with Charlie. Winter had been long and relentless, evidence of which could be seen by 
the patches of ice and deep puddles still littering the sidewalks. But the sun had been out 
and the pristine day had beckoned us outside like a poisonous apple dangling from a tree. 
Candice was just over a month into the pregnancy at that point, and the two of us had just 
recently decided to keep the baby. Her belly had begun to swell ever so slightly, and she 
was constantly rubbing at it with her soft hands. I was scared and unsure still, but I knew 



things would work out, so long as I had her by my side. Her spirits were high, and for the 
first time since she had told me she was pregnant, I could see her old self slowly 
resurfacing. It was in the way she laughed and in the way she looked at me that I saw it. 
Things were going to be alright. . . 

And that’s when I slipped. 

Charlie, upon seeing a squirrel or bird or some other smaller animal, had charged 
forward. And I, with the leash wrapped securely around my wrist, had gone sprawling 
forward along with him, completely unprepared for the sudden pull. My one foot slid 
over a dormant patch of ice and before I knew which way was up, I was going down. 
Reaching out in a vain attempt to save myself, I had grabbed onto the only stable object 
in my reach; Candice. 

She fell forward as I did my half back flip, landing with a dull thud on my back and 
shoulders. Candice landed on her stomach, hitting the ground with an ‘oomph!’ She had 
looked at me then, all wide eyed and violet and I knew what she was thinking even 
though she never said it then. 


That night, I had Charlie come into the bedroom with me, and I made sure to shut the 
window. Charlie hopped up onto the foot of the bed and stared up at me with furrowed 
eyes. It’s okay, boy. I had said, reaching out towards him. He had flinched though, 
pulling his head back and away from my out-stretched hand. I didn’t think much of it 
then. Charlie had always preferred the company of women. Men seemed to scare him. 

The liquor from earlier in the day had turned sour, giving me a hollow, throbbing 
headache. The pain subsided when I closed my eyes, and I remember burying my head 
beneath the pillows, wrapping my arms around the tops and squeezing so as to relieve the 
stabbing knifes behind my eyes. 

Time drifted as I laid there, half awake and still in the shadowy night. Soft whispers 
of tepid truths wafting through my mind, all the time wondering if I was perhaps 
dreaming - if maybe all of this wasn’t just some sort of long, drawn-out hallucination in 
my own head. Oh, if only it had been that simple! 

I must have fallen asleep at one point, because everything went black. I came to a few 
hours later. It was 3:33am. 

Something felt strange, and I could feel the hairs on the back of my neck pointing 
straight out. There was a crack of thunder from outside, and I could see the lightening 
through my open window. 

Open window... 

Movement, in the corner of the room. A shadowed figure, stepping forward from 
beneath the black dark, reaching towards me. . . 

It was when I screamed that I realized I was still dreaming. My body jolted itself free 
of the nightmare and there I was again, sitting up in bed panting and rubbing at my sore 
neck. My window was closed and everything seemed normal again. It was 3:33am. 

“You!” a voice boomed from inside the room. 

Wrenching my neck around, I saw him, standing there in perfect form in the corner of 
my room. Pointing with his skeleton linger and staring at me with his all-white eyes. He 
was still holding the sign with the dead fetus, although the words said something different 


now: 



YOU ARE A MURDERER. 


The words were written in a red, dripping slowly down the white canvas. 

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “No, I didn’t mean to pull her down. I slipped. It was 
just an accident, I swear!” 

“You are a Sinner, boy. And because you took a life, a soul that was supposed to 
grow and flourish with the rest, because you stopped that soul from ever gaining root, we 
are going to uproot you, Jake. Take everything you love, take it all away. And then we 
will take you.” 

The elderly man transformed then. Shrinking drastically in size, his clothes melting 
away as if they had been dipped in sulfuric acid, his flesh, bubbling and folding, the 
wrinkles disappearing as the creature shrank. But the eyes stayed the same; those all- 
white eyes, never leaving my own. 

“You did it on purpose!” the creature pointed, it’s voice like a tiny demon, all low and 
scratching. “And now I’m going to get that whore of yours, I’m going to make sure she 
suffers - and it’s all because of you, Jake, because of your selfish and sinful ways.” 

“You leave Candice alone,” I said, my voice hollow and unmoving. “If you touch 
her...” 

“You mean your whore?” 

I jumped from the bed then, filled with a rage I had never known, a boiling anger and 
revulsion like no other. I wanted to smash it to bits, destroy every inch of it. 

It laughed at me then, the same laugh from the night before. Then it ran from the 
room, scampering on its deformed legs. The tiny legs of a fetus not fully formed. I 
noticed a trail of green bile as I chased the creature from my bedroom. I could feel my 
fists clenched and my veins bursting, a blanket of heat covering my face and chest. 

Chasing it down the stairs and into the kitchen, I finally caught it. Scooping it up 
between my seething hands, I pulled it close to my face, noticing how it was missing bits 
of flesh, bare bone protruding out from the patches of greenish skin. It was a rotten 
creature, a foul and diseased beast. It lashed out at me then, scratching my face with its 
tiny skeleton fingers. I felt the hot burning sensation on my cheek. It laughed again. Then 
I brought the creatures head down on the counter, watching red and green goo explode 
from the hole in its skull. I could still hear it laughing still, and saw its little arms and legs 
flailing around, desperately trying to grab a hold of something. I brought it down again 
on the counter, sending more blood and bile through the air. I threw it to the ground and 
stomped on it mercilessly, if only to cease the laughter. 

I awoke the next morning on the kitchen floor, pools of thick, dark red blood all 
around me. And my dead dog’s battered torso lying beside my blood-soaked feet. 


I haven’t slept since that night. Or at least, I don’t think I have. I can’t go back to 
sleep. Never. I vomited when I woke up that morning, five mornings ago. I had never 
seen so much blood before. I had never seen brain particle or shattered fragments of 
bone, either. My face still bums from Charlie’s claws, and I can only imagine how scared 
he was. He died in the worst way. At the hands of the person he trusted most. 

My sweet Candice is dead. In the haze of the past few days, I can’t tell you exactly 



which day it was. Somewhere in the middle, I think... I guess it doesn’t matter much 
now. I had tried calling several times that morning. I was in a deranged panic, leaving 
long ranting messages on her cell phone, sending the same sort of scrambled and 
confused text messages to both her and Sarah. When Sarah did finally call me back, it 
was too late. 

Far too late by then. 

Candice had taken a knife to her belly. Slashing out a jagged chunk of her own flesh 
and spilling her intestines. Sarah had walked in on her doing it in the guest bathroom, 
sitting on the cold linoleum and pulling on her intestines like yarn from a spool, laughing 
hysterically as her guts spilled out onto the floor. 

“What time did this happen?” I asked, my mind racing. And then we will take you. 

“It was early in the morning. She woke me up with her laughing. . .” 

“What time exactly? Was it past 3?” 

“Jake, what does it matter?” 

“Just tell me what time you woke up!” 

“I think it was around 3:30!” she yelled back at me. 

I dropped the phone and collapsed in a pile on the kitchen floor. When I finally pulled 
myself up, I could feel a sudden wave of exhaustion washing over me. Just go to sleep. 

I ran from the house then, bolting out the front door and bounding down the porch 
steps in a mad dash. I’ve been staying in a hotel room ever since. Rocking back and forth 
on an anonymous bed, smoking cigarette after cigarette and eating handfuls of pills every 
couple of hours. My skin bums and itches, and my eyes are starting to swell in their 
sockets. I can’t be sure that they aren’t turning white. My body thirsts for sleep, yearns 
for it like the throat yearns for water on a hot day. And I can see it, my sanctuary, like a 
giant pond of glistening, ice cold water in front of me, except the water is poison. 

There’s something inside of me now. Something growing. But it is not a new life, no. 
It is something quite the opposite. It is the birth of death, a nameless evil bent on 
devouring my soul. How did it ever come to this? How could creation lead to so much 
despair? 


There is a man you will see outside of the Abortion Clinic on the comer of Sparks 
and Bank. He stands there every day, a sign dangling from his neck that reads: KEEP 
THE BABY OR KILL YOURSELF. His eyes are all-white and his skin is pale, and in 
the dim light of the evening his flesh takes on a greenish tinge. Wrinkles line his face and 
arms like so many rivers. No one has heard him speak, because he has no tongue. They 
say he cut it off years ago, although no one can really kn ows for sure. Some people call 
him a vagrant, and others call him a ghost, but either way, he is there every day, standing 
with his demented sign and pointing at the Sinners as they pass by on Bank Street. Some 
days, tears stream from his eyes in endless torrents, like two leaking faucets. And if you 
look closely enough, through all the wrinkles and paleness, you will see a tattoo on his 
forearm, all faded and lonely, a heart with two letters encased; C & J. 


The End. 



